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Or, The Secret of the Annandale Tragedy. 
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? 


THE SECRET OF THE ANNANDALE TRAGEDY. 


By the author of “NIOK CARTEHR:? 


CHAPTER I. 


IT IS THE UNEXPECTED WHICH HAPPENS. 


“Tf seems to me, Nick, that that Gardner case——” 


“Chick, if you do that again I’ll throw you out of this 
carriage.’ 

And Nick, in jest, laid his powerful hand upon his as- 
sistant’s shoulder. 

“Go ahead. Do it, Nick. I deserve. it. 
same, I won’t violate the agreement again.” 

“T thought, perhaps, you’d forgotten all about that 
agreement.” 

‘Not so bad as that.” 

“State it, then.” 

‘‘We have pledged our sacred honors,” said Chick, 
“that we will not talk business for two weeks. We are 
ona vacation. Work isforslaves. Lying in a hammock | 
is violent exercise. Hurrah for laziness.” 

“Right, Chick ; and here we are in sight of the home of 
the two laziest men I ever saw.” 

“ By Jove, it’s a fine place,” exclaimed Chick. ‘‘I ad- 
mire those big, old-fashioned houses ; and the grounds are | 
magnificent. There’s the place for rest. And you need 
it, Nick. You’re a wreck.” 

They both laughed. Rest was a joke with them. Per- 
fectly healthy in body and mind, and vigorous as young 
lions, they probably stood as little in need of a vac atign 
as any two men*in the world: ty 

They had accepted the invitation of ee and Harry 
Ashton, because it promised a good time for them, wae 
they felt that they could well afford to please themselves, 
after years of successful work. 

“7 wouder if we shall rest, after all.” said Chick. “It’s 
hard for any man to get away from his business. Sup 
pose——”’ 

“Don’t suppose anything,” Nick rejoined. “There 
hasn’t been a serious crime in Annandale in forty years. 
And if there is one to-morrow we'll let if alone.” 

Bang! A loud report came echoing along from the 
direction of the house. 

“ What was that?” said Chick. 

“Jack Ashton trying one of his shot-guns,’ 


But all. the 


> replied 


Nick. ‘He’s a great sportsman, and haa a roomful of | 
weapons. I believe he has a sample of everything from a} 
vifled cannon down to a bean-shooter.’ 


They turned at this moment into a tree-lined avenue, 
which led in a winding course to the main door of the 
house. No person was visible near it as the two detect- 
ives drove up. 

‘““Wonder where they are,” said Nick. 
expect us to-day, do they?” 

“No, but I should have thought that the sound of the 
earriage would have brought them out. Ah! here’s| 
Harry. 

A handsome young man appeared at the door, as Nick | 
spoke. He cleared the veranda in one bound and the 
steps i in another, and had Nick by the hand instantly. 

“Well, this does my eyes good!” he exclaimed. “Nick 
Carter, you old rascal, shake. Why didn't you let us 


“They don’t 


i“Good Heaven! 


‘had indicated. 
i for the selection of the necessary articles. 


know you were coming to-day? I’d have sent the car- 
riaze to meet you. 

“And this is Chick, of course. Equally glad to see 
you, my dear boy. Come into the house and we’ll find 
Jack. Oh, Jack!” 

He shouted his brother’s name, but there was no! 
answer. 

“We were able to get away a day or two ahead of time,” 
gaid Nick, in explanation of his sudden appearance. 
MWe telegraphed yous but evidently the message went 
if wrong.’ 
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‘“Never mind, now you're here,” cried Harry. ‘“That’s 
the main thing. But where’s that brother of mine. 
Jack !” 

‘‘He seemed to be celebrating the Fourth of July as 
we came up,” said Nick. “I suppose you heard the 
cannon.” 

“One of.-his duck guns, I guess,” said Harry. “He’sin 
the ‘armory.’ Let’s get your things up stairs, and then 
go and find him. My man Jenkins ought to be here to 
take them, and that’s probably the reason why he isn’t. 
We’ll make the best of it.” 

Nick and Chick were installed in fine, large, airy 
rooms, on the north and west corners of the great old 
house. Ten minutes later they rejoined Harry. 

“T haven’t seen Jack yet,” said he. ‘‘I was waiting for 
you. Let’s go and take him by surprise.’ 

Harry led the way to a room which occupied the second 
story of a queer sort of addition to the rear of the house. 
Its windows looked out upon a broad, green field, beyond 
which could be seen a handsome summer residence. 

So much Nick knew, for he had visited the house be- 
fore. Harry pushed open the door, and all three entered 
the armory. 

The first glance showed a glare of metal from the guns 
and swords with which the walls were lined. The next 
revealed the body of Jack Ashton, lying on the floor. 

In an instant the three men were beside Jack’s body. 

There was a wound almost exactly in the center of his 
forehead. He was dead. 

Overcome with horror and grief, Harry Ashton sank 


| down upon a low couch near one of the windows. He 
‘could not speak. His face was contorted with agony: 


Then suddenly it became rigid. He had fainted. 
Nick and Chick turned their attention from the dead to 
the living. The task was a hard one. The ordinary re- 


| storatives seemed to have no effect. 


a doctor at once,” exclaimed Nick. 
What an opening 


“We must have 
what a visit is Shi’ 
ons our vacation!” 

“Terrible!” exclaimed Chick. 


Nick mastered his emotion with an effort. Though his 


;nerves were proof against the severest shocks, there was 


something so awful and so unexpected in this affair that 
human nature could not endure it unmoved. Jack and 
Harry Ashton had been for years among the best of his 
friends, and Nick had a warm heart under the impene- 
trable mask of his profession. 

“That house across the field,” he said to Chick, ‘‘is the 
residence of Doctor Gray. He must be summoned. [I 
will go. It will save time. 

“Meanwhile you will want to call the servants. 
are in that little house to the north of this one. 

“There is a medicine chest in Harry’s room, western 
corner, second floor.” 

Nick was gone in a flash. Chick, after a hurried glance 
around the room, also hastened away. 

He found the medicine chest in the room which Nick 
It was unlocked, and an instant sufficed 


They 


Then he decided to call the servants, and he dashed 
down the stairs, and opened a door which seemed to lead 
in the proper direction. 

He had entered the library. The walls were lined with 
books, but the room was evidently little used. 


The windows were darkened by heavy curtains. At the 


'far end, in the direction he wished to take, were other 
‘curtains, apparently hanging before a door. 


He dashed across the room, drew aside the curtains, 


‘and found himself face to face with a woman clothed in 


white. 

Even in such a moment Chick could not help noticing 
her grace, her beauty, and the wonderful flashing of her 
dark eyes. Who she was or why she was there, he could 
not guess. Nick had mentioned no such person as among 
those who lived in the house. 

‘‘Why do you intrude upon me, sir?” she exclaimed, 
stepping forth into the room. 

“Tt was very far from my intention,” Chick protested. 
“A dreadful thing has happened, and it has forced me, a 
stranger, to seek what I need in this house. 
cumstances——” 


In such cir- 
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“A dreadful thing has happened!” cried the young| His first question was about his brother. 


woman. * What is it?” 

“T regret to shock you,” Chick replied, ~ but there is no 
time for soft words. John Ashton lies dead of a pistol 
wound, in the room called the armory.” 

“Dead! An accident?” 

“So I suppose. But I cannot explain it. Henry Ashton 
has been overcome by the sight——” 

Chick could go no further. With a scream the woman 
rushed out of the room, and Chick could hear her hasty 
steps upon the stairs leading up to the armory. 

At the same moment Chick sprang to the door against 
which the woman had been standing, concealed by the 
curtains. The door was locked upon the other side. 

Chick hesitated not an instant. He flung his weight 
against the door and burst it open. 

The adjoining room had a window looking toward the 
servants’ house. It was open, and Chick, leaning out, 
called toa man in workman's clothes who was passing, 
_some distance beyond the small structure. 

Almost at that very instant came the sound of piercing 
cries from the window of the armory. 

“Help ! Help !” cried a voice, which Chick recognized as 
that of the young woman whom he had so strangely en- 
couutered. 

“Help!” she.screamed. “The house is on fire!” 

Chick was an.athlete, and no man except Nick had ever 
outstripped him in running. but he never made _ bet- 
ter speed in his life than We'did then. 

He mounted the stairs in three bounds, and reached the 
door of the armory. Smoke was pouring out. 


At a glance he saw that the wainscoting, dry as_ tinder, | 


was burning on two sides of the room. 

The woman who had preceded him was dragging the 
unconscious body of Henry Ashton away from the fire. 

On the floor still lay the corpse of John, and as Chick 
looked in,.a tongue of fire; licking its way from the blaz- 
ing wainscoting along the oiled floor, singed the clothing 
upon the body. 

Chick sprang past the woman, and seizing the corpse in 
his strong arms, bore it beyond the immediate reach of 
the flames. 

The servants were now at hand. Headed by Chick, they 
fought the fire with desperate energy. 

It was a hard struggle, but Chick’s skill and prompt- 
ness saved the house from destruction. 

He hewed away the burning boards with a great fal- 
chion which had stood among the strange old weapons in 
John Ashton’s wonderful collection. He wrenched the 
blazing material from the wall, and flung it from the win- 
dows. 

It was quick work, and it had to be, for if the flames 
had been allowed to get beyond that room, the whole 
house would have been doomed. 

Just as Chick, panting with his tremendous exertions, 
and half stifled by the smoke, was able atlast to look 
about him on a scene of well-earned victory, Nick 
bounded into the room. 

“Well done, Chick,” he cried. 

“You brought the doctor @™ 

“Yes; he is at work upon Harry.” 

“Jack, poor fellow——” 

“Ts beyond help, of course.” 

“Was it accident, or suicide, or murder 2” 

“Heaven knows, Chick. Let us go down'and hear 
what Doctor Gray can tell us.” 


CHAPTER II. 
THE FATAL WOUND. 

Harry Ashton had been taken to a roomin the serv- 
ants’ house while there was a doubt whether the main 
building could be saved from the flames. 

Doctor Gray was endeavoring to restore him to con- 

sciousness, when Nick and Chick appeared. 


H 


day 


gee thal 


‘“‘Jack,” he cried, ‘is there any hope for him ?” 

Nobody replied in words, but Harry read their faces. 
At the same time the full remembrance of the scene in 
the armory came back to him. He shuddered, thinking of 
the terrible wound in his brother’s forehead. 

“T must see him,” he said. “My dear brother! 
could this awful thing have happened ?” 

He struggled to his feet, despite the doctor’s protest. 
Then for the first time he realized where he was. 

‘*Why am I here?” he asked. 

Nick explained. 

“ How did the fire start?” asked Harry. r 

“We have not had time to discover,” Nick reylied. 

Then they all passed into the room where Jack’s body 
lay upon a bed. It was covered with a sheet; and an old- 
servant of the family sat beside it. Harry Ashton drew 
aside the covering and looked at his brother’s face. Tt 
had been a handsome face in life, but the ghastly wound 
disfigured it, and it was somewhat blackened. 

“This injury must have been instantly fatal,” Harry 
said. ‘‘Am TI right, doctor:” 

“Yes,” Doctor Gray replied, “the bullet entered here,” 
—and he lightly touched the forehead—“ passed down- 
ward and backward, and came out at the back of the 
neck.” 

“A shocking accident. I cannot understand how it hap- 
pened. 

‘Shocking, indeed,” said the doctor, with a shudder. 

“What was the weapon? It seems asif I saw it, and 
yet I can’t remember. My head flies round and round.” 

‘Here is the pistol,” said Nick. “I found it on the floor 
beside poor Jack’s body.” 

It was a five-shot revolver, of modern make, and large 
caliber. 
“This revolver was his,” said Harry. 

He.removed the chambers. 

“One shot has been fired,” he said; “the other cham- 
bers are loaded. How could a man so familiay with 
weapons have been so careless?” 

Nobody replied. Atlast Doctor Gray stepped forward 
toward Nick. 

““Am I'right in supposing that thisis Mr. Carter?” he 
said. 

Nick bowed. In making this visit he had used no con- 
cealment. He was there in his proper person. 

“Then, asa person of experience,” the doctor contin- 
ued, “you will agree with me that Henry should not re- 
main here any longer.” 

“True,” said Nick. ‘‘Harry; my poor boy, follow Doe- 
tor Gray’s advice, and leave everything to me. You must 
have perfect quiet for a time.” 

‘‘T am well enough, now,” said Harry, sadly, but he al- 
lowed the doctor to lead him away. 

They left the room, and instantly Nick stepped to the 
bed where the body lay, and drew back the sheet which 
the servant had replaced. 

Nick bent over the quiet form, and carefully examined 
the fatal wound. Then he again covered the sadly disfig- 
ured face and went to find Harry. 

In his great room, flooded with the sunshine from the 
west, Harry Ashton was pacing neryously to and fro 
when Nick entered. 

‘Doctor Gray was present, and was endeavoring to bring 
the young man to a calmer mood. The woman whom 
Chick had met so unexpectedly had vanished as soon as 
Harry had recovered from his swoon. 

Nick had learned of her presence from Chick, who had 
also informed his chief that the woman had, at the last, 
seemed overcome by the excitement, and had been taken 
to her home in a carriage. 

Harry seemed to feel considerable relief from Nick’s 
presence. ; 

“Can you tell me, Nick,” he cried, ‘“‘how this terrible 


How 


“He has fainted, thatis all,” said the doctor, “but I| thing happened?” 


_ have never seen a case of more complete collapse. Death 

is the only state beyond that in which Harry now lies.” 
He turned again to the unconscious form, and worked 

so well that at last Harry opened his eves. 

From that moment he-rapidly regained command of 


elk 


| 


Nick shook his head. : 

‘“‘You can read mysteries,” said Harry, “‘surely this is ~ 
clear enough to you.” 

“Tt is far from clear,” Nick replied, “but before I say 


-more, tell me how you feel.” 


\ 


. “Oh, Liam well. 


Why do you ask about me?” _ 


Writes 
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Nick turned tv Doctor Gray. 

“Harry has substantially recovered,” said the doctor. 
“T think you may say to him whatever you may deem 
necessary.” 

‘‘T have considered the matter carefully,” Nick replied, 
‘‘and I have decided to speak plainly.” 

“ What do you mean?” exclaimed Harry. 
tery is this?” 

“Doctor Gray,” said Nick, “you will greatly oblige me 
if you go at once and make a second examination of 
Jack’s wound.” 

The doctor would have asked an explanation, but some- 
thing in Nick’s glance convinced him that immediate 
obedience was the proper course. He arose and left the 
room. 

While he was gone, Nick would not let Harry ask any 
more questions. 

‘““Wait a few minutes, 
all that I know.” 

When Doctor Gray returned, his face was pale and his 
hands trembled. He dropped into a chair, and sat nerv- 
ously clasping and unclasping his fingers. 

“Nick, in Heaven’s name, proceed!” cried Harry. 
‘““What have you to tell me?” 

“My dear boy,” said Nick, “I am sorry to say that in 
regard to your brother’s wound, Doctor Gray was at first 
led into error.” 

‘“What do you mean ?” 

“The bullet did not enter his forehead——” 

“But I saw the wound myself!” 

“True; there was a wound in the forehead, but it was 
not made in the way you suppose.” 

‘*How, then ?” 

“Tn reality the bullet entered just back of the left ear, 
and, passing entirely through the head, came out at the 
forehead.” 

For a moment Harry seemed to struggle with th, full 
meaning of this. 

He looked at Doctor Gray, who nodded in affirmation | 
of what Nick had said. 

“But his face was burned by the powder,” exclaimed 
Harry. “I saw that.” 

“Not by the powder,” said Nick. “I have examined | 
the blackened places carefully. It was the fire in the 
room which caused them.” 

Again Harry hesitated. Then he said: 

“Suppose that to be the case, what does it signify? 
Doubtless ke dropped the pistol upon the floor; it struck 
on the end of the hammer, and went off.” 

“Two facts disprove that theory,” Nick replied. ‘In 
the first place the pistol was, as you say, dropped upon 
the floor, but it struck on the end of the barrel. I have 
found a bit of the varnish from the floor pressed into a| 
little nick in the steel. Also, Chick has found what I 
think to be the spot where it fell.” 

Harry seemed dazed by this statement. 

“Moreover,” Nick continued, “it is not necessary to 
prove the case by such fine work. The direction taken by 
the bullet makes it almost certain that the wound could 
not have been inflicted in the way that you suggest. 

“Then, too, the scar of the powder can be seen upon the 
back of poor Jack’s neck. It is very faint, I admit, but 
it is there, though the fire’s trace makesit hard to dis- 
cern.” 

“Then you think it was suicide?” 

“ How is that possible?” asked Nick. “Think of the posi- 
tion of the wound. A man does not shoot himself with 
his left hand, unless he habitually uses it for shooting, as 
Jack did not. And even if he had been left-handed, he 
could not have reached the spot. Doctor Gray will con- 
firm my statement.” 

“Tt is strictly impossible,” said the doctor, “that this 
should have been a case of suicide. There is no use of 
considering it for a moment.” 

‘Not suicide? Not accident?” exclaimed Harry. 
‘Merciful heaven, you don’t mean to tell me it was mur- 
der?” 

Neither Nick nor the doctor replied immediately. They 
allowed the force of the shock to exhaust itself, in a 
‘measure. ; 
2 Then Nick said: | 


“What mys- 


* he said, “and you shall know 


i 


| ‘Harry, we might as well look this thing in the face. 


There is no doubt in the world that your brother was 
murdered.” 

For an instant it seemed as if Harry would fall again 
into the unconsciousness from which he had been revived 
with so much difficulty, but Doctor Gray had rightly es- 
timated the young man’s strength when he had told Nick 
to proceed. It was the sudden horrible spectacle of his 
dead brother’s disfigured face which had before proved 
too terrible for him to bear. 

‘‘T wish you could have been spared this shock,” said 
the doctor, “and especially now, when you are weakened 
by the strain of this excitement. 

‘‘But there is no help for it. 

“Mr. Carter was right in deciding that immediate ac- 
tion was necessary, and of course he would not take it 
without consulting you.” 

‘*Doctor Gray states the case exactly,” said Nick. 
“Jack has been murdered. Itis possible that if we re- 
main silent the fact may not become known to others. 
What shall we do?” 

“Do!” exclaimed Harry, in a voice that trembled with 
passion. “Find his murderer, and send him to the scaf- 
fold. That is what we shall do, if it takes every dollar TI 
possess, and every moment of my life.” 

“ Have you any suspicions?” asked Nick. 

‘*None.” 

“ Who was in the house ?” 

Harry turned pale, but he replied, in a firm voice: 

“So far as I know, only myself.” 

‘““The case, then, is this,” said Nick. ‘‘Your brother was” 
murdered in this house. We heard the fatal shot. About 
fifteen minutes later we found your brother dead. At 
that time only yourself and Jack were here.” fi 

“ And the murderer,”:said Harry. 

‘‘But how did he escape?” 

“What do you mean?” 

‘Just this: the rear of the house was in full view from 
Doctor Gray’s veranda. Many people were sitting there. 


| Chick has learned that they did not see the murderer en- 


ter nor leave. 

“ At first, after the shot, the front of the house and one 
side were covered by myself and Chick. After we went 
within, our driver remained outside. He saw nobody. 

“Tn short, the house was surrounded. Itis impossible 
that anybody should have passed out from the front with- 
out being seen by our driver. The rear looks upon an 
open field. No man could have crossed it without being 
seen from Doctor Gray’s veranda. 

‘On the north were the servants, and the path to thei 
house was in view from Doctor Gray’s. On the other end 
is the open field. No murderer would have chosen that 
way.” 

‘‘He must be hidden here now,” exclaimed Harry, leap- 
ing to his feet. : 

“Impossible,” said Nick, quietly. “‘Chick has searched 
thoroughly.” 

“But, Nick——” and Harry’s face was now pale as 
ashes—‘‘do you see where you are leading us. I—I alone 
was here with my brother. But wait, Lester Felton was 
here——” 

Doctor Gray shook his head. 

“Young Mr. Felton ,” said he, ‘‘was sitting on my ver- — 
anda, within ten feet of my chair, when the shot was 
fired. We all heard it.” 

Harry put his hand to his forehead, and staggered 
toward a chair. He would have fallen before he could 
have reached it had not Nick supported him. 

‘‘T shall be suspected.” he said, speaking as if to him- 
self. “Itis inevitable. But, Nick, surely you, my old 


| friend ——” Ne 
“No, no, Harry, don’t think of such a thing,” said 


Nick, grasping the poor fellow’s hand. “I have not the 


shadow of a doubt of your innocence, and I will prove 


it, too. You may trust me, Harry, my boy, for that.” 


CHAPTER III. 
THE WOMAN IN THE CASE. 
The reader must remember that at this time four per- 
sons knew that a murder had been committed. They were 
Nick, Chick, Doctor Gray.and Harry Ashton. _ < 
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posing Harry to be innocent. 


To this list must be added the unknown murderer, sup- 
The person most immedi- 
ately under suspicion was, of course, the woman whom 
Chick had found in the library. 

The crime lay between her and Harry, so far as the ev- 
idence in hand could be trusted. Who else could have 
done it? Nobody else was present. 

Nick had purposely refrained from mentioning the 
woman’s name to Harry. He wished Harry to speak of 
her presence, if it had been known to him, without being 
asked. 

Having received no information from Harry on this 
point, it remained for Nick to find out how the woman 
had got into the house, and when. 

He, therefore, broke off the conversation with Harry 
and Doctor Gray. The physician presently left the 
house, and almost at the same moment several of 
Harry’s friends, including Lester Felton, arrived. 

Leaving Harry in their care, Nick rejoined Chick. 

“T have been studying the ground,” said Chick. “I 
have gone over it alla second time. It is absolutely im- 
possi ible that anybody should have got out of this house 
unobserved. 

“Unless such a person kept to one of the three road- 
ways, he must have left his tracks somewhere, for this 
place is entirely surrounded by a belt of low land, which 
the recent rain has made very soft. 

‘“‘There are no tracks. The three roads were guarded. 
That settles it. Wecome back to Harry Ashton and the 
woman. Who is she?” 

“Margaret Dare,” replied Nick. 
several years.” 

‘*She lives in Annandale?” 

“Yes. She is an orphan, with a small property, hardly 
more than a living. An old lawyer, named Abbott, is her 
guardian. She lives with his family, about half a mile 
north of this house.” 

“T shouldn’t have taken her to be poor.” 

““‘No; she dresses magnificently. She has extravagant | 
tastes. When she was a young girl her father was very | 
rich, but he lost his money. She loves the red gold more 
than she ought, and was in a fair way to enjoy wealth 
again.” 

66 How 9” 


“*T have known her for | 
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liar dark spots upon it. 


(all the burned spots came together. 


“By marrying Jack Ashton.” 

“What!” — 

“Yes; she was engaged to him.” 

ro Jack?” 

Veg.’ 

“Well, if you’d said to Harry, I shouldn’t have been so 
much surprised.” 

“Harry is not rich, or rather was not, before to-day. 
Almost all the money was Jack’s.” 

Chick was ina brown study. Presently he said: 

“Hngaged to Jack, eh? Well, you’re right, Nick, in 
saying that she loved money.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“JT mean that if she had married Jack it would have 
been for his money. 

“Why do you think so?” 

“T judge by her conduct. What do you say to this: 
Here’s a woman engaged to aman; she is informed, in 
the most sudden and startling manner, that heis dead; 
she does not even cry out. 

‘‘Then she is told that another man has fainted. With 
a scream, she runs to the room where they both lie. She 
does not go near the body of the man to whom she was 
engaged——” 

“How do you know that?” 

“The body was absolutely undisturbed. Instead of go- 
ing to the side of her dead lover, she flung herself upon 
the body of the other.” 

“Proven by what?” 

“She flung herself upon his body with such violence 
that she broke one leg of the couch upon which he was 
lying. Itis broken: and Harry did not break it when he 
fell, for we should have heard it snap.~ 

oe Go on,” 

“Then the fire broke out. She would have let Jack's 
body burn up. AsI passed her she called to me to help 
her drag Harry away. She never thought of Jack.” 


| person well known to Jack. 
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‘“He was dead, while Harry was living.” 
“Would a loving woman have thought of that?” 
“No, Chick, she wouldn’t. 

to cover the ground thoroughly. A loving woman would 

have clung to the man she loved, whether life remained 
in his body or not.” 

“Then, when the fire had been extinguished, she re- 
mained by Harry’s side. The excitement sustained her; 
she did not shed a tear. 

“But when he recovered, when she was told that he 
was in no danger, the stimulus of that anxiety was re- 
moved. She shed tears of relief; she was prostrated not 
by grief, but by thanksgiving.” 

The two detectives looked at each other for several 
minutes without speaking. There was no need’ of words. 

So perfect was their understanding of each other’s pro- 
cesses of reasoning, that each knew the other’s thought 
at that moment. 

Here was a substantial theory of Marzaret Dare’s guilt, 
She was engaged to Jack, who was rich. She loved Harry, 
who had little. Jack’s death would remove the man who 
had aclaim to her hand, and would enrich the man she 
loved. 


Had she desired that death so much as to take the stain . 


of blood upon her soul? 

“Since we have gone so far,” said Chick, “I think we 
are in a position to understand this.” 

He held before Nick’s eyes an article which he had 
drawn from under his coat. It was a white, crocheted 
mantilla, very long, but light and soft as down. 

Nick took it in his hand, and saw at once several pecul- 
The mantilla had been burned, 
but in some very unusual way, as the position of the 
spots showed. 

For about. half a miunte Nick regarded it fixedly. Then 
he folded it rapidly but carefully. When he had done so, 
By opening the folds 
the darkened places could be seen within. 

‘‘Clear enough,” said Nick. “The pistol was fired inside 
this mantilla.” 

Chick nodded meaningly. 

‘“Where did you find it?” Nick asked. 

‘In a mighty good hiding-place. Just outside the arm- 
ory door, in the little hall, there is a crack in the floor. 

It is about ¢ighteen inches long. extending from the 
wall to the strip of carpet in the middle of the hall. In 
width, the crack varies from three-quarters to one-quar- 
ter of an inch. 

“This mantilla had been driven through that crack. It 
was probably done with one of the swords in the armory. 
I saw scratches beside the crack and they led me to in- 
vestigate; but I tell you, Nick, the chances were a mil- 
lion to one against that thing ever being discovered.” 

Nick returned the mantilla to Chick, who again con- 
sealed it under his coat. 

“This proves,” said Nick, “that the murderer was a 
Of course that hardly needed 
proof for us, but I’m thinking of a jury. 

“Jack must have been looking at the murderer who 
presented his pistol concealed in this muffler.” 

‘“‘T don’t quite see why it was done,” said Chick. 

“Because you did not know Jack,” Nick replied. 
murderer did. He was afraid Jack would dodge.” 

“Tt’s pretty hard to dodge a bullet.” 

“So it is, but Jack was the man to do it, if anybody 
could. He had that reputation. The murderer did not 
dare to show the pistol even for a second. He was afraid 
Jack would get it away from him.” 

“An athlete?” 

“Yes, and quicker than a flash—a first rate sleight-of- 
hand man. It wouldn’t have been easy to put a pistol to 
Jack’s head and fire it, even when he was expecting no 
harm.” 

‘‘T must find out whose mantilla this is,” said Chick. 

‘Yes; and meanwhile I’ll try to find out how that fire 
starteda You haven’t come to any conclusion about it, 
have you?” 

“No; I haven’t given much time to it. 
not been disturbed?” 

“Bverything is just as it was when I left, after putting 
out the fire. One of the servants is in charge of it.” 


“he 


The room has 


I only suggested it in order — 


ap ul go up there now.” 
‘‘After that, Nick. I can tell youa good man to see.’ 
Who? Qn 

“Phillips, the old gardener.” 

“What does he know?” 

“We was on or near the north roadway for an hour or 
more before the finding of the body.” 

**T’°ll see him,” 

They separated, and Nick went at once to the armory. 
In the little hall he found the servant. From within came 
the sound of steps along the floor. 

‘‘T thought no one: was to be allowed in there,” said 
Nick, to the servant. 

“That’s only Mr. Henry, sir,” 
Mr. Lester Felton.” 

Nick was annoyed, but there was no use in showing it. 
He could not expect the servant to exclude the master of 
the house. 

He passed into the room, and was immediately in the 
presence of Lester Felton, who started back on seeing 
him. 

Amid the charred boards, broken window frames, and 
half burned curtains, with which the room was littered, 
Harry Ashton sat, with his head buried in his hands. He 
seemed to take no notice of anything. 

“T startled you,” said Nick to Felton. 

“Tt doesn’t take much to startle any of us to-day,” said 
the young man. ‘‘As for me, my nerves are trying to 
leap out of my body.” 

His looks consorted with his words. 
visibly trembling. 

“ Harry has just told me,” he said, “the true manner of 
poor Jack’s death.” 

At this Harry raised his head. 

“] know you cautioned me not to tell anybody,” said 
he, “but Lester is our cousin, and is, in fact, an heir with 
me, through this awful affair.” 

Lester shuddered. 

“Money that comes this way,” he said, “ 
any good.” 

“This is no place for you, Harry,” said Nick; but the 
young man waved his hand with an impatient gesture. 

‘“‘T am here to think,” said he. “The desire for venge- 
ance upon my brother’s murderer is des strong in 
me. Lam studying this room in the hope to hit 
some clew.’ 

Nick wished to study it, also, but not when others were 
present. He tried to induce Harry to leave, but he would 
not, and Felton remained with him. 

In this state of affairs, Nick decided to find the gar- 
dener of whom Chick had spoken, and question him. 

As he left the room, he cast a searching glance upon 
Felton. 

“What was he doing when I came in?” Nick said to 
himself. “It was something which he did not wish me to 
see, that’s certain. Can it be that he believes Harry 
guilty, and is trying to work out some plan to shield 
him ?” 

Nick descended the stairs, and as he did so a carriage 
drove up tothe door. It contained Margaret Dare and 
her guardian. 

he latter greeted Nick, whom he had known for some 
years. Then he said: 

“Against my earnest protest, Miss Dare insisted upon 
coming here again. She is really not strong enough——” 

“Tndeed I am,” cried Margaret. ‘Tell me, Mr. Carter, 
has Henry quite recovered ?” 

Nick answered with a reassuring glance; and at that 
moment Chick stepped forward. 

“Ts this yours, Miss Dare?” he asked. 

“Why, yes, itis mine. Where did you find it?” 

And the young lady, without a tremor, received from 
the detective’s hand the mantilla stained by the shot 
which had killed the man whose wife she had promised 
to be. 

“T found it in the armory,” said Chick. 
see that it has been injured by the fire.” 

*‘Tn the armory !” exclaimed Miss Dare. 
have got there?” 

“Where did vou suppose it was, if I may be permitted 
to ask?” said Chick. 
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“T am. sorry to 


“How could it 
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tones. ‘I lost it over a week ago.” 


“Tf that is a falsehood,” said Chick to himself, oy ads 


~“T did nos one ” was the answer, in perfectly e im 


mire her nerve.” 


CHAPTER IV. 
THE GARDENER’S STORY. 


Nick found Phillips, the gardener, eating supper in the 
servants’ house. All the others present were talking ex- 
itedly of the tragedy, but Phillips, to use his own phrase, 
‘*kept his breath to cool his porridge.” 

In such cases, as Nick very well knew, it is those who 
know most who talk least. Nick gave the old man time 
to finish eating, and then engaged him in private conver- 
sation. 

‘‘T understand,” said Phillips, ‘that in this affair you 
are acting for Mr. Henr vu 
“fam,” Nick replied. 

all I can from you.” 

Phillips looked closely at Nick, but met the gaze of 
eyes as honest as his own, and more could not be said for 
any human being’s. Nick, who read faces at a glance, was 
perfectly sure, on his part, that he should hear nothing 
but the truth from this gentle and good old man. 

“Why is it necessary to learn anything from me?” 
asked Phillips. x 

“Because there will be an inquest, and everybody 
about the place will be questioned. We wish to know 
what you will say.. I will ask such questions as would 
probably occur to the coroner. 

“To begin, then, let me ask where you were at half 
past two o’clock this afternoon?” 

‘““You mean when the shot was fired?” 

‘*Yes, if you heard it.” 

“T heard it plainly. I was in the north drive, not fifty 
yards from the house.” 

‘‘How long had you been there ?” 

“‘T had been there, or near by, for more than an hour.” 

“Who entered or left the house during that time?” 

‘Hirst came Mr. John Ashton and Mr. Lester Felton.” 

“When ?” 

“Very close to two o’clock.” 

‘*Who was in the house before that?” 

“Nobody. ” 

“You feel quite sure of that ?” 

“Both from my own observation and what I can find 
out by asking questions, sir, I have no doubt the house 
was empty.” 

“Do you know where John Ashton and Mr. Felton 
went after they entered the house?” 

“They must have gone to the armory, but not immedi- 
ately.” 

“How do you know ?” 

“Tt was twenty minutes after they went in that I saw 
the heavy shutters of the armory windows thrown open.” 

‘“Who opened them ?” 

“Mr. John; I noticed his white cap.” 

“What happened after that?” 

“Mr. Felton presently came out, sir; and, almost at the 
same time, Miss Dare went in.’ 

“ Alone?” 

‘‘Yes,” replied the gardener, but his eyes, which had 
hitherto looked straight into Nick’s, shifted uneasily. 

‘‘Why do you hesitate to say that she was alone?” 
asked Nick, somewhat sharply. 

‘‘Sir,” replied Phillips, “I desire to tell the whole truth 
as if upon oath. While the lady was alone when she en- 
tered the house, she was not alone a few minutes before.” 

“Who was with her?” 

“Mr. Henry.” 

“Where ?” 

“In the north drive, under that great tree,” and 
Phillips pointed toward a mass of foliage towering 
darkly in the twilight. 

ii They met there?” 

“They parted there, sir,” said Phillips, nervously, “and 
came to the house by separate ways.” 

‘“‘Henry was on horseback, was he not?” 

‘*Yes, sir ; 
cause he had said that he was going for a long ride.” 


‘‘He has authorized me to learn 


and I was surprised to, see him return, be- 
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‘John’s life might have been saved.” nS 
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_ be married.” 
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Nick saw at once that Heury had met Miss Dare, and 
fired?” Nick asked. 

“She. was.” 

“How do you know ?” 

“T saw her at the window. She had opened the blind a 
very little, but I could see her dress.” 

“Where was Henry ?” 

‘‘IT do not know. I donot believe that he was in the 
room.” 

“Why not?” 

“‘Their conversation had ceased some minutes before. 

“He went across the field, to Doctor Gray’s house; but} I think Mr. Henry had decided to go and see his brother, 
first he stopped under the window of the armory and| but that something made him change his mind. Perhaps 


must have had some motive directly connected with the 
shouted something to Jack. I did not hear what he said, | he saw you coming.” 


house, or the people she expected to find in it, for if she 
and Henry had only wished to talk in private they could 
have done so better in the woods of the north drive. 

It was not pleasant to reflect upon the probable motive. 
If it had had anything to do with the crime, then Henry 
must be an accomplice. 

“Where did Mr. Felton go when he left the house?” 
asked Nick. 


nor the answer.” “Did he return to the library ?” 

*‘Do you know where Miss Dare went when she entered| ‘‘Yes; fora moment. I saw Miss Dare suddenly leave 
the house ?” the window. Mr. Henry must have said something to 

“To the library.” her hurriedly. Then he left the library, closing the door 

‘*How do you know ?” so violently that I heard it.” 

“T went down nearer to the house, and heard her talk-| ‘‘Would Miss Dare in the library have heard the shot?” 
ing there with Mr. Henry.” ‘Yes; because the shutters of the armory windows 

‘‘He came shortly after her?” were open. If they had been closed, and also the doors 

“Yes; he rode down the north drive. She had come up| inside the house, none of us would huve heard it. The 
the way you took.” shutters are very heavy, you know, because Mr. John’s 

Nick reflected that that was the way which was least| collection was so valuable. No, if they’d been closed the 
under observation. shot would not have been heard.” 

“How long was she alone in the house ?” “You feel sure of that?” 

“Not over two minutes ?” ‘‘T do, for I remember once, a long time ago, when Mr. 

This was evidently too short a time for the commission | Henry, then a boy, shot himself accidently in the armory, 
of the crime. nobody heard it. 

‘“‘You heard them talking in the library,” said ee “T found the boy there, later. He had stanched the 
“Did you hear what was said?” blood, but was afraid to come down stairs for fear his 
‘‘Mr .Henry, sir, I think would be the proper person t9| father would punish him for firing a pistol in the house. 
tell you that, if you'll pardon my saying so.” “I assured him that nobody had heard it, and, as the 

“T don’t want to know what he knows; I want to|} wound was only a scratch, we kept it secret, he and I, 
know what you know. You can see the difference.” and nobody else ever knew it, till this day.” 

“Yes, sir. Well, I heard little. I moved away in order| In Nick Carter’s steady eyes there was just the sus- 
not to hear, as it was none of my affair; but I heard Mr./|picion of a sudden fiash as he listened to these words. 
John’s name mentioned, and the lady seemed to be urg-| What was the thought which had leaped up in his power- 
ing Mr. Henry to do something immediately. I could not|ful mind? Certainly nobody could have read it in his 
hear what it was, but it referred to Mr. John. Indeed, | face. 
sir, I wish he had done it, whatever it was, for then Mr. Calmly he took the old gardener’s hand. “ 

vou are an honest man,” said Nick, heartily, and 
you have done Henry Ashton a ‘great service this day.” 

““T, sir? How ?” S 

“Do not ask me now,” was Nick’s replv, “and remem- 
ber to keep our conversation secret from everybody, even 
from Mr. Ashton. It is his wish.” 

The gardener bowed respectfully, and said nothing. 

Nick walked slowly toward the house. 

“How would that story affect a coroner’s jury?” he 
said to himself. “I’m afraid there’s little doubt about it. 

“Margaret Dare instigated the murder, and Harry did 
the deed. That’s the way they would look at it. But 
there’s more in it than the first glance reveals. Ah, 
Chick.” 

Nick had reached the main door of the house, and 
Chick was waiting there. 

“Ts Lester Felton in the house?” asked Niek. 

ifs Yes.” 

“Follow him home. I think he has taken something 
out of the armory. My theory was that it was something 
which seemed to incriminate Harry, and that Felton was 
trying to shield him. Find out what itis.” © 

“He may have disposed of it before this.” 

“True. but in that case it is in the house, and we shall 
find it. Here they come.” 

Indeed, at that moment Henry and Felton could be 
heard descending the stairs. 

“‘Come into the parlor where there is a light,” whis- 
pered Chick, ‘‘I have something to show them.” 

They all ‘passed into the parlor. Chick approached 
Henry. 

“T found this in the armory,” said Chick, showing 4 
small box of some dark wood, as hard and nearly as 
heavy as iron. 

“The old jewel case,” exclaimed Henry. “You did 
well to take charge of it. The contents are of great value.” 

“The contents?” said Chick. “Why, the box was 
emptv !” 

“What !” 


“How saved ?” 

“Why, I think she wished Mr. Henry to go to his 
brother, and if he had done so he would have prevented 
him from killing himself.” 

“Vou think, then, that he committed suicide?” 

“I’m afraid so, sir. I should like to think it accident, 
but I ean’t. Mr. John has not been quite himself of late 
—not nappy, sir.” 

“Do you know why ?” 

‘‘T would rather not say.” 

“Henry Ashton desires you to speak freely to me.” 

“T am under orders then. Very well. I think, sir, _ 
Mr. John was unhappy because of Miss Dare.” 

‘“What had she done?” 

“She has given much of her time to Mr. Felton.” 

“ And some of it to Henry ?” 

‘“‘Yes, sir; some of it to him, and more to Mr. Felton, 
but very little to Mr. John, though they were engaged to 


**Did John Ashton know of this?” 

“Only as regards Mr. Felton.” 

“How do you know that he knew about that?” 

“One of the servants heard him offer to release Miss 
Dare from her engagement.” 

“‘Did she accept ?” 

‘No; there was a condition.” 

‘““What was it?” . 

“Mr. John said, ‘If you will tell me plainly that you 
love Lester better than me, I will release you.’ It was 
Mary, the maid, who heard it, and she thought at first. 
that Miss Dare would say yes. She hesitated, and then 
suddenly she cried out that she hated Mr. Felton, and 
with that she ran away from Mr. John, before he could 
say another word.” 

Evidently Miss Dare’s love affairs were in a most per- 
plexing confusion. Nick shuddered at the probability— 
almost a certainty—that they were the cause of this 
shocking murder. 
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“Was Miss Dare in the library when the shot was 


8 
Henry sprang forward as he uttered the word, and 
seized the jewel case. 

‘‘Why, it is unlocked !” 
“And the jewels are gone. 
chance for me.” 

‘‘What do you mean?” asked Nick. 

‘‘Here is robbery,” said Harry, in an excited tone. 
“These jewels were worth twenty thousand dollars. The 
armory, you know, was our strong room, and our most 
valuable things were kept there. Now certainly I shall 
not be suspected of my brother’s murder. This proves 
that a thief is the criminal, and that robbery was the 
motive.” 

Lester Felton seemed to be overjoyed at this discovery. 
But the two detectives exchanged a significant glance. 

They knew that the robbery would be seen to be a blind. 

‘Tt was the jewels that Felton took,” whispered Chick 
4 in Nick’s ear. 
us CHAPTER V. 

Be A HANDFUL OF BLACK MUD. 

If the robbery was really a blind, Harry Ashton cer- 
tainly played his part well. 

He seized upon this clew with what seemed to be great 
enthusiasm. He urged Nick to take hold of it at once, 
and organize a search of the whole neighborhood for 
suspicious characters. 

Nick cut this flow of suggestions short by declaring 
that Henry must not say another word about the case 
that night. 

“Doctor Gray’s authority has passed to me,” he said, 
‘‘and I do not propose to allow you to drive yourself 
insane. You must go to bed, Harry, and try to sleep.” 

Nick enforced this command by leading Henry away. 
Felton at the same time, left the house, with Chick 
secretly following. 

The task which he had undertaken did not seem es- 
pecially difficult to Chick. If Felton had taken anything 
from the armory, he would attempt to hide or destroy it 
at once. Chick had only to follow. 

“Shadowing” on a country road is not hard to manage, 
if there is no need of keeping very close to the eum s 
heels. 

In this case Chick let Felton get a good lead. 
crossed the field toward Doctor Gray’s. Chick skirted it. 

There was a bright moon, and Yelton’s figure in the 
open field was perfectly clear to Chick. The young man 
walked with both hands in his pockets, and seemed to be 
in deep thought. 

When heeame to the highway he followed it instead of 
ey) continuing across Doctor Gray’s land, which would have 
bea been his nearest route homeward. 
ke This street was very little shaded. The moon made it 
as light as day, and Chick had to do some very clever 
dodging behind fences, and through the grounds of the 
houses in that part of the town. 

Half a mile southward of the point where they had 
atruck the highway, the houses ceased. The road plunged 
down a steep hill. The country was as rough as the heart 
of a wilderness. 

Here a peculiar sound, which Chick had noticed, began 
to grow louder. It was a roaring noise that rose out of 
the narrow valley into which they were descending. 

The top of the hill was bare, but at the foot Chick 
could see a line of trees extending on either side of the 
road. They were willows, lining a stream which roared 
over a rocky bed. 

Evidently they would pass over this stream upon a 
bridge. 

Now why, Chick asked himself, had Lester Felton 
taken this route? Though unfamiliar with the town, 
Chick knew enough of the general lay of the land to be 
sure that this road led to the next village, distant about 
ten miles. 

Felton had not the air of a man who purposed taking 
such a walk. He started down the hill at a rapid pace, 
like a man who was nearing bis destination. 


he exclaimed, opening it. 
Ah, Nick, this is a happy 


was Felton’s destination. 
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Felton’t 


Placing all his observations together, Chick came to the 
shrewd conclusion that the stream at the foot of the hill 


There were reasons for suspecting that he was about to one to the other. 
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get rid of some ene which he ‘had taken from the 
armory. 

Perhaps it had been his idea to take the jewels, and 
suggest a robbery. It might be that he was going to 
throw them away; and if so, what more certain place of 
concealment could he find than the bed of this stream, 
whose roaring filled the air? 

The chance was worth considering. Chick determined 
at least to get to the bridge ahead of Felton, and examine 

| the place. 

He leaped a fence beside the road. Looking toward the 
stream, he saw a smooth field sloping down to the fringe 
of willows. 

Some bushes grew beside the fence and offered wel- 
come shadow, for he was on the right, and the moon, not 
fully risen, upon the other side. 

Bending low, Chick ran swiftly down the hill, and was 
soon in the shadow of the willows. 

The bridge was on his left. It was a simple structure 
of wood, about thirty feet long, between the stone abut- 
ments. 

The stream, partially dammed by the solid portions of 
the bridge’s structure, poured through the opening with 
prodigious velocity. . 

Chick was on the down-stream side. As he stood an. — 
instant by the brink, looking up through the bridge, he 
could see the slope of water, smooth as glass. Thus it 
continued for thirty feet below the bridge, where it was 
suddenly broken into waves, which leaped up fantastic- 
ally in the moonlight. 

Glancing up, Chick’s eye rested upon the side of the 
bridge, and he at once marked a peculiar teature of its 
construction. Instead of the ordinary rail, there was a 
low fence on each side, as a protection against accidents. 

Outside the fence the beams of the bridge projected a 
little way. _The shadow beside the fence was deep. 

Chick noticed these things, and made his plan in an 
instant. 

He scaled the abutment, and crept out from beam to 
beam in the shadow of the fence, till he reached the 
middle. 

“Tf he throws anything off this bridge,” said Chick to 
Lhimself, ‘“here’s the place where he will do it, and there’s 
halt a chance that I can catch it, whatever it is.’ 

It may occur to the reader that there are two sides to. 
a bridge, and Chick only guarded one of them. 

Why was he so sure that Felton would throw away the 
article from that side? 

If he chose the other, Chick could do nothing. 

The problem was easy enough. Chick was a student of 
human nature. 

If the reader could stand upon a bridge over a rapid 
stream’ and watch a thousand people throw something 
which they wished to destroy into its waters, he would 
not see more than one of them throw it from the up- 
stream side. It is human nature to cast with the current. 

Chick had decided that question before leaving the 
road. It was necessary for him to be on the proper side 
because if would not do to cross in front of Felton. From 
the appearance of the land he had decided which way 
the stream ran, and chosen his side of the road accord- 
ingly. 

Crouched on one of the bridge-beams, he awaited the 
approach of Lester Felton. 

Soon, Felton’s step sounded hollow on the planks. He 
walked to the middle, as Chick knew he would, and faced 
with the current. 

The two men were almost touching each other as Fel- 
ton leaned upon the fence. If the rail upon the top had 
not projected above Chick, or if the shadow there had 
been less dense, Felton must have seen the detective, but 
he did not. 

For a few seconds Felton stood there, with scarcely a 
perceptible movement. Chick judged that he was taking 
something out of his pocket. 

Ready for instant action, 
crouching. 

Suddenly an arm was stretched forth above him. 

Quicker than the uncoiling of a snake, Chick’s form 
ishot up. His hand met Felton’s. Something passed from 


the detective waited, 
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With a shriek which might have been heard at the 


_ other end of Annandale, Felton turned to flee, frightened 


almost to a m..nia by this sudden apparition. 

Yet, in spite of the astonishing loudness of this cry, 
Chick heard another sound. It was so full of deadly 
meaning that his ears could not fail to warn him. It was 
the re of the old, weather-beaten beam on which he 
stood. 

A great piece of it split off under Chick’s foot. 

As he fell, he grasped the bridge rail with one hand. 

That, too, was rotten with age. His clenching hand 
went through it as though sand. 

In an instant the rushing water was singing in his ears. 
He shot down the smooth declivity, and then the waves 
whirled him round and round. 

So swift was the current that, though Chick was a 
strong swimmer, he could do no more than keep his head 
above water. 

He passed between the lines of willows like an arrow, 
and shot out beyond the stream’s mouth into a broader 
current. 


This was the Arnandale River, a remarkable torrent 
which pours down from Lake Regina. Chick was well in 
the grasp of this larger flood before he had fairly gath- 
ered up his forces for the struggle. 

Now, above the roar of the river, he could hear a great 
booming sound, coming from below. 

“The Falls of Annandale!” were the words that rushed | 
into his brain. “I shall goover them and be dashed to}| 
pieces !” 

Men’s memories play strange tricks in such desperate 
moments. Chick, in the embrace of the torrent, and 
sweeping down to death, recalled Nick’s words: 

“ A beautiful little cascade,” he had said. ‘“ You will be 
delighted with the sight of it.” 

Not thus, indeed, had Nick planned that his friend 
should see the Falls‘of Annandale. One swift glimpse in 
the shifting moonlight, amid the spray tossed up by the 
jagged rocks, was likely to be Chick’s first and last. 

But a strong man with a brave heart, and a clean con- 
science, never despairs. Chick struck out for the shore 
with hope in his soul, though the falls seemed to be rush- 
ing up toward him out of the mist. x 

The time was short; he was close upon them; they | 
were thundering in his ears. 

But the shore was close by. 

His hand elasped a willow branch; 
eluteched another, and held fast. 

He swung in toward the shore. 
thing solid. 

Then the willow gave way. He had risen half out of 
the water, but now he was thrown backward. 

He fell upon a projection from the bank. It was not 
solid like rock, for it vibrated with the pulsations of the 
torrent, but it did not give way. 

Utterly exhausted, he lay therein the moonlight and 
gasped. The falls thundered below; the whole earth 
seemed to shake. 

Suddenly the thought of that for which he had risked 
so violent a death came to him. 

His right hand still clasped the thing which Lester Fel- 
ton had wished to destroy. In his desperate struggle with 
the water he had instinctively retained his grasp of that. 

He was conscious of a feeling of surprise that he had 
done so. 

Then he opened his hand and looked at what he held. 

It was crushed into a pulp. ‘lle had realized in the first 
instant that it was soft and vielding. 

Holding it up to the moonlight, Chick regarded it fix- 
edly. 

“ Apparently,” he said, “I have risked my life for a 
handful of black mud.” 

He scrambled to his feet, and as he did so, the sup- 
port beneath him crumbled, separated itself from the 
bank, and rushed down toward the falls. 


tore it away; 


His feet touched some- 


@GHRAPTHRoV A: 
MISS DARE’S ACCUSATION. 


It was not until the morning of the day after the mur-' 


der that a coroner arrived at the Ashton residence. 


He was a bustling little man with an astonishing fae- 
ulty for making mistakes. He viewed the body, and 
then viewed everything else that was visible in the house 
or grounds. 

Then he ainounced to Henry that an ingnest must be 
held, though the case was perfectly plain. Henry asked 
for as much delay as possible, but the coroner said that 
twenty-four hours was all that he could give. 

“Nick,” said Henry, drawing the detective aside, “this 
will certainly be my ruin.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Tf they hold that inquest, I shall be put under arrest.” 

“Tam afraid that, on the evidence as it now stands, 
you would be. Doctor Gray, on oath, will admit that this 
is murder.” 

Henry groaned, and turned away his face. 

‘On the evidence as it now stands,” he repeated. 
you get any other evidence in so short a time?” 

“JT think we can.” 

“With Chick’s help,” Henry began, and then suddenly 
he asked : ‘‘Where is Chick ?” 

Nick’s face wore an expression of some anxiety, as he 
shook his head doubtfully. 

‘‘Do you mean that you do not know?” asked Harry. 
“Great heavens, have we another mystery here?” 

“Chick has disappeared,” said Nick: “but whether in- 
tentionally or—ah, good morning, Mr. Felton.” 

‘Did I understand you to say,” said Lester Felton, ap- 
proaching, “that your friend has disappeared 2?” 

‘‘T cannot deny it, Mr. Felton,” said Nick. ‘I am anx- 
ious about him, though perhaps without reason. He may 
have found some clew.” 

“Yes, doubtless, of course,” muttered Felton. “What 
could have happened to him?” ; 

Ile turned away, followed by the shrewd glance of 
Nick’s eye. 

“You were speaking about the inquest,” said Nick to 
Henry. 

“Yes; but we cannot talk here. Come to my room.” 

When they were alone together, Henry began : 

“Nick, I simply must go to New York. There’s no use 
thinking of my remaining. I haye business there which 
mast be done in the next few days, and. it must be done 
personally.” 

“Tt will look like flight,” said Nick. 

“Certainly it will, unless the coroner’s jury acquits 
me. Of that I have no hope.. What is to be done?” 

“Tf I knew the nature of your business in New 
York——” 

“Don’t ask me, Nick. I can’t tell you. But I must go.” 

“Well, if you must go, then you shall, Harry, my boy. 
I don’t know how, but we will manage it. 

“ And now,” he continued, looking out of the window, 
“here come Mr. Abbott and his ward, Miss Dare. Let us 
go down stairs to meet them.” 

Margaret had sprung from her carriage, and was al- 
ready in the hall. She spokea few conventional words 
to Henry,-and then went straight to Nick. 

“Mr. Carter,” she said, ‘‘I must speak with you alone.” 

“Very well,” said Nick, and he followed her to the 
library. 

She was evidently very much agitated, and she spoke 
with considerable effort. 

““T have heard strange rumors,” she said. “Incredible 
stories are told regarding John Ashton’s death.” 

“What sort of stories?” 

‘They say it was not accident.” 

‘“Who says so?” 

“JT do not know. 
them.” 

“Tf it was not an accident,” said Nick, “what was it?” 

At this moment the door opened and the bustling cor- 
oner entered. Seeing that the room was occupied, he 
paused just beyond the threshold, with his hand on the 
door-knob. 

“Mr. Walker,” said Nick, “this young lady has just 
asked me whether there is any reason to doubt that Mr. 
Ashton’s death was the result of accident.” 

“Accident? Nonsense!” exclaimed the coroner. “It 
was a clear case of suicide. As clear as ever I saw.” 

With a sort of scornful snuffle at the stupidity of all 


“Can 


My guardian, Mr. Abbott, has heard 
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human beings except himself, the coroner bustled out as 
he had bustled in, and closed the door behind him. 

Nick turned toward Margaret. She was white, and per- 
fectly rigid. 

“T killed him!” she gasped, and fell, fainting. 

Under ordinary circumstances, Nick would have sum- 
moned feminine assistants in his task of restoring this 
beautiful woman to consciousness; but in view of the 
amazing declaration she had made, he decided to be alone 
with her when she revived. 

His skill soon brought that result about. As soon as it 
was prudent, he asked her for an explanation of her 
words. 

“He did it because of me,” she said. “It was my con- 
duct which drove him to that dreadful act. 

“We were engaged, as you know, when we were chil- 
dren. He loved me; I could not love him.” 

‘“You loved his brother,” said Nick. 

“ How did you know that?” 

‘‘Tt was a secret easy enough to read.” 

“And yet I thought that Jack did not know. Listen, 
Mr. Carter, I tried to make him believe thatI cared for 
Lester Felton. 

“Think of it! What an amazing thing is the reasoning 
of love? I thought it would be less dreadful if he sup- 
posed that Lester was his rival than if he knew it was his 
brother. it seemed to me that I should feel less wicked. 

“T succeeded in deceiving him in that matter. He 
offered me my freedom if I would declare thatI loved 
Lester.” 

“Yes,” said Nick, quietly, ‘‘I knew all about that.” 

“ Yesterday—it seems a year ago—I met Henry in the 
north drive. I could bear the secret no longer. I urged 
‘him to come back to the house and confess all to Jack. 

‘‘He agreed to do so, but he hesitated at the last. And 
at that very moment Jack knew all, and we were too late 
even to ask for his forgiveness. Oh, I cannot bear this.” 

‘‘Mr. Carter,” said the voice of the coroner, who was in 
such a hurry that he spoke before he got the door open, 
“can I ask you to identify this pistol? I wish to be sure 
that Lhave the one with which Mr. Ashton shot him- 
self.” 


“Ts this the weapon?” exclaimed Margaret, stepping | 


forward. ‘Let me see it.” 
The coroner, without a word, handed it to her. 
Nick took three hasty steps toward her, and he was not 


an instant too soon. 


Without a moment’s hesitation she pointed the pistol 
toward her temple and pulled the trigger. 

But no report followed. 

Nick had seized the pistol in such a way that the ham- 
mer fell upon his finger. It cut to the bone, but Nick 
made no sign. 

It was all over, and Nick had the pistol in his own 
hands before the coroner had finished crying out to Miss 
Dare that the ‘‘derned thing was loaded.” 

“Tt would have been better,” was all Miss Dare said. 

‘‘No,” said Nick, “you would have done that which is 
both foolish and wrong.” 

_“T deserve to die with this weapon, which I made him 
raise against himself.” 


“You are entirely mistaken, because you are too much|man inherits a fortune. 


excited to see facts clearly. Mr. Walker, will you send 
one of the servants for Doctor Gray ?” 

“T’ll go myself,” said the little coroner, ‘‘in case you 
prefer him to me. I’m a doctor, of course. However, Doc- 
tor Gray is the family’s regular physician, and I’m ready 
to go, anyway. Let me have that pistol first.” 

“T wish to keep it,” said Nick. “It shall be ready at the 
inquest. And, Doctor Walker, you may need me for a 
friend in this affair before it is over. Be sure that I shall 
prove one, on condition that you never mention what you 
have seen in this room this afternoon.” 

Doctor Walker, who wasa good deal ashamed of him- 


‘self for letting Nick get ahead of him in saving Margaret, 


readily promised secrecy ; and then he went away. 
“Miss Dare,” said Nick, “would it relieve your mind if 


I assured’ you that John Ashton’s death was not suicide ?” 


“Indeed, indeed it would.” 
“Then I do so assure you. 


It was not suicide; it was 
murder.” 


i Murder!” ist 


wrist. 


‘“Whom,” she gasped, “whom do you dare to accuse of 


this ?” 

“T accuse nobody,” said Nick. “I propose to let the 
facts speak for themselves.” 

‘‘And every one of those facts point directly toward 
Henry. Is it not so?” 

Nick was silent. 

‘I tell you he is innocent!” cried Margaret. 

““You should know something about that,” said Nick. 
‘‘You were together, 1 believe, when the shot was fired.” 

Shrewdly he gave her that chance to tell a falsehood. 
It was a suggestion of the course by which she could best 
serve Henry. 


gle. Truth triumphed. 

‘“‘No,” she said, “we were not together. 
room. He had gone to see Jack.” 

ce Ah 1” 

‘‘But he did not see him. He returned to me.” 

“Before the shot was fired ?” 

“No”—she trembled and turned pale—‘he came back 
shortly afterward, but not a murderer. His words are 
enough for me.” 

‘“What did he say ?” 

“Dear old Jack,’ he said, ‘my brother, my only 
brother. Margaret, I could not bring myself to tell him. 
It would break his heart.’” 

‘‘Honest words,” said Nick. “What did you say in 
reply ?” 

‘“‘T reproached him with cowardice and treachery. He 
left me in anger, slamming the door after him. 

“Then you came. Was it Providence that sent you? 
| Mr. Carter, tell me honestly whether you believe Henry 

to be guilty ?” 

“ Not for one single second,” said Nick, heartily. ‘And 
yet who could have done it?” 
| Margaret looked straight into Nick’s eyes for a full 
/minute without speaking. Meanwhile the door behind her 
opened, but she did not hear it. 

_ “JT will-tell you the name of the murderer,” she said, in 
a low, intense voite. ‘It is Lester Felton.” 

“1?” cried Felton, stepping forward. ‘‘Margaret, you 

have taken leave of your senses.” 


I was in this 


CHAPTER VII. 
THE MISSING JEWELS. 


Felton and Miss Dare confronted each other. Both 
were pale as death with the strength of their emotion. 

“ Why do you accuse me?” demanded Felton. 

“Because I feel it,” she replied. “Something tells me.” 

“Not avery good basis for a charge of murder,” said 
Nick. 

“You believed that his life stood between us, Lester 
Felton,” cried Margaret. ‘‘Not only that, but you be- 
lieved that the money which you would get at his death 
would help you to win me. 

“Do you know how the will stands, Mr. Carter? This 
Jack’s father left property so 
that Jack was to have the income during his life, but at 
his death it was to be divided between Henry and Lester. 

“Then Jack, in his own will, added much more. I 
know this because Jack told me. He loved.you likea 
brother, Lester Felton. How could you raise your hand 
against him 2” 

Felton mastered himself with a tremendous effort. 

“Margaret,” he said, “you speak wildly. You know as 
well as I do that I am innocent. I can bring a dozen 
witnesses to prove it. I appeal to Mr. Carter, here, who 
understands the case.” 

“Tt is idle to speak of Mr. Felton as the murderer,” said 
Nick. “He was sitting on Doctor Gray’s piazza when 
the shot was fired.” 

“There is same mistake in the time,” cried Margaret, 


wildly. “It rests between him and Henry, and Henry is 
“innocent.” 
“T am afraid that. your eagerness to defend the man 


you love——” 


Miss Dare sprang toward Nick, and caught him*by the: Mi 


For an instant she hesitated, and Nick saw the strug- © 
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acry of rage from Felton, who seized Margaret’s arm, 
and with his face close to hers, cried out: 

“What is this that I hear? You love——” 

“Henry,” she said. “It is true. I never have loved 
Jack since I was old enough to know what love is.” 

“But I—I!” exclaimed Felton. ‘‘Have you not led me 
to believe that I might hope?” 

Her eyes flashed. 

“T have treated you with a kindness which you did not 
deserve,” she said, “and for an unworthy motive, I con- 
fess. I wished to break with Jack.” 

Felton’s rage at this statement cannot be described. 
He looked as if he could strangle the woman for whose 
love he had sued so long. 

Seeing the ferocity of his aspect, Nick laid a hand upon 
him. 

“Be calm,” he said. 

“Calm!” cried Felton. “How can I be calm when this 
woman, doubly false, accuses me of murder, in order to 
shield her dishonest and guilty lover ?” 

“Do you speak of Henry in such terms as those?” said 
Margaret, between her clenched teeth. 

“Why not?” rejoined Felton. “We all know that he 
is guilty. Look here: I have done what I could to shield 
him from these detectives, who would hunt down their 
best friends. Now my interest ceases. I leave him to 
them and to the gallows. Remember, that it is your love 
which has cost him his life and his soul.” 

He turned, as he uttered these words, and strode out of 
the room. 
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Nick could proceed no further. He was interrupted by ‘“‘Come,” said Nick, ‘‘let us go back to the house and 


find out what is the matter.” 

When they reached the house, some confusion was evi- 
dent. The servants were running to and fro: Several 
men had come across the field from Doctor Gray’s. 

At the door of the armory sat the guard, beseiged by 
questions as to the cause of the firing, which seemed to 
have proceeded from that room. 

He spoke never a word, but motioned them all back 
from the door. When Nick appeared, however, the guard 
withdrew into the room, and Nick went with him, but he 
made Henry remain outside. 


“ Well, Chick,” said Nick, when the door had closed © 


upon them, ‘‘the experiment was very successful.” 

“Glad to hear it. I hope my experiment with my prize 
of last night will be equally so.” 

“Where is the stuff ?” 

“Tt isn’t dry yet. I have it in that cupboard.” 

‘‘Let’s hope it will prove worth the troubJe. You nearly 
lost your life for it.” 

“So I did. If that last willow branch hadn’t been 
stronger than the others I should have gone over, after 
that old moss-covered stump gave way under me.” 

“Tt was a wonderful adventure, Chick. And now what 
have you to report?” 

“Rather a queer thing. Look here.” 

He displayed asoiled handkerchief, which seemed to be 
wrapped about some heavy substance of irregular shape. 

Nick whistled. 

‘“‘T think I can guess what’s in it,” he said. 

Without replying in words, Chick opened the handker- 


Margaret, whose pride had supported her while Fel-| chief upon the table. A light flashed from within, and 


ton was present, sank down, trembling and_ helpless, 
when he had gone, 
- “He is lost!” she cried ; “nothing can save him.” 

“To not believe it for an instant,” said Nick. “Pluck 
up your courage. Come, let us go to Henry.” 


Nick saw just what he had expected to see—a heap of 
jewels. 

‘‘Where did you get it?” he asked. 

“In Henry’s room. There’s a closet in which is a little 
cupboard for soiled clothes. Among them was this small 


With wonderful resolution, Margaret crushed down! bundle, worth about twenty thousand dollars.” 


her emotion. When she rejoined her guardian and her 
lover, they saw no trace of the terrible scene through 
which she had passed. 


Leaving her with them, Nick went to the armory. At| 
the door sat the figure of the same servant who had been! 


put on guard there on the previous day. 

Nick spoke a few words in the man’s ear, and then put 
into his hand the pistol which had been surrendered by 
the coroner. 

Nobody but this servant was in the house. Mr. Abbott, 
Henry, and Miss Dare stood in the drive-way before the 
door. The young lady and her guardain were just tak- 
ing their departure. 

“Qome, Harry,” said Nick, as the old lawyer and his 
ward drove away, “let us walk a little.” 

He put his hand on Harry’s arm, and led him down the 
drive-way to the village street, into which they turned. 

They strolled along until Nick said : 

‘“‘Let us sit here, on this rock, under the shade.” 

It was almost the exact point in the road where this 
narrative first preserited Nick and Chick. Perhaps the 
spot was a little nearer the house; indeed, Nick remem- 
bered to have passed that rock just as the sound of the 
fatal shot came echoing along the road. 

“ Have you formed any plan?” asked Henry. ‘‘Can you 
save me?” 


‘“‘What do you make of it, Chick ?” 

* A blind, of course.” 

“But whose ?” 

“That’s the question. It suits them all about equally 
well. » 

“Right.” 

‘“Whoever did. this murder didn’t do it for money, so 
it’s for his interest to make an apparance of robbery.” 

“Well, of one thing I’ve satisfied myself to-day.” 

‘““What is that?” 

“Margaret Dare is innocent.” 

“Had nothing to do with it?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Then that clears Henry ?” 

“T don’t know. Margaret, I believe, secretly suspects 
him.” 

“What makes you think so?” 

‘‘Because she went the length of accusing Lester Fel- 
ton without reason.” i 

“That is good evidence. A woman perfectly confident 
of her lover’s innocence would have stood upon that 
alone. She wouldn't have dragged in a man with an iron- 
clad alibi such as Felton has.” 

“Her quarrel with Felton complicates matters.” 

“Tt certainly does.” 

“T should think Felton might even go the length of de- 


“Don’t let your mind dwell upon your danger all the! nouncing Henry out of revenge. And if he does that, I 
time,” said Nick. “You will go mad. Don’t think of it;!shall find it mighty hard to keep the boy from being 


don’t speak of it. 
minutes.” 
He took out his watch as he spoke, and noted the time. 


Just keep perfectly quiet for ten, 


arrested.” 
“Why not send him away?” 
“T’ll do that, if the worst comes, for my word is 


My 


They sat there in perfect silence. Suddenly. from the, pledged to save him.” 


direction of the house, came a sharp, clear report. 

“A pistol!” cried Henry, springing up. “What can 
that mean ?” 

“Sit still,” said Nick. “You are under agreement not 
to talk for five minutes more.” 

‘But Nick——” 


Harry got no further. Nick clapped a hand upon his: 


mouth, and dragged him down upon the stone. 
Another minute passed, and then came another pistol 
shot. The same interval elapsed, and again the sound 


CHAPTER VIII. 
THE ARREST. 
In the early evening of this day, Nick and Chick sat 


| with Henry in his room. Chick was still in the servant's 
‘disguise. 


Phillips, the gardener, was present. He had come. so 
he declared, to say something of great importance to Mr. 
Henry. 

“T believe that there’s trouble ahead for you, sir,” said 
he. 
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“Why do you think so?” asked Henry. 


disposed toward you 2” 

Henry glanced at Nick, who answered for him that Mr. 

Felton was any thing but friendly. 

‘*So [ supposed,” said Phillips. “Now, gentlemen, Mr. 
Phillips—a young man employed upon the estate, Mr. 
Carter. 

“This afternoon, when Mr. Felton left the house, boil- 
ing with rage, as I could see, he madea sign to James 
that the young man should follow him. 

“Well, sirs, to cut the story short, I followed quietly, 
and heard a little of what they were talking about.” 

“ What was it?” asked Nick, as Phillips paused. 


no less.” 
“They were plotting murder ?” 


murdered, and then he ordered James to do something, 
IT don’t know what, but the young man went away in the 
dir ection of Lenham.° 
“Tenham’s the county seat,” said Henry to Nick, ‘‘and 

I know why James has gone there. _ He has gone to get a 
warrant for my arrest, and the sheriff of the county to 
serve if.” 

‘*T guess there’s not much doubt about it,” said Nick. 
“Helton was afraid or ashamed to go himself.” 

As he said these words, they all heard the sound of 
wheels on the gravel of the main drive. 


pale face. “Nick, I can’t bear it. I will never endure the 
disgrace of being arrested for the murder of my brother.” 

‘But you are certain to be soon released,” said Nick. 

“That does not matter.. I simply cannot bear it. They 
shall find nothing but my dead body.” 

“ Well, then,” said Nick, shutting his teeth together, 
firmly, “since my word is passed, you shall be saved.” 

Phillips, who had been looking out of the window, now 
appr roached Nick, saying: 

“JT think, sir, that it really i is the sheriff, though I’ve 
only seen him a few times.’ 

‘*Does he know you, Harry ?” asked Nick. 

“By sight, probably,” said Henry. “Almost every}6?2y: 
around here knows me.” 

“All right. We will fool him, Harry, if your nerve 
holds good.” 

‘*How can it be done?” 

“Can you play a part? Can you personate somebody ?” 

“Perhaps, but, Nick, I’m afraid that it’s a desperate 
chance.” 

“Well, we must take it, anyhow. Phillips, you and 
Jenkins must leave the room. Make all the delay you 
ean for those people down stairs.” 

Chick (as Jenkins) and Phillips immediately went out. 

When they reached the lower hall the bell had already 
rung three times. Jenkins opened the door. 

“Ts Henry Ashton here?” asked a voice. 

‘‘T don’t know just where he is, sir,” replied Chick, 
“but he might be walking beyond.” 

As he said this he stepped across the veranda and 
peered out into the darkness. 
jae Instinctively the sheriff followed, which was just what 
h Chick had anticipated. 

“Ts that him now, sir?” he asked, pointing into the 
shadows beside the path. 

“T don’t see anybody.” 

“Neither do I, sir, but I thought I did,” said Chick, 
and, with similar ruses, he wasted five minutes at least 
of the officer’s time. Then steps were heard upon the 
stairs. The sheriff advanced toward the door of the 
house. 

Aman in the sheriff’s carriage put out his head, and 
stared at the house. 

The veranda was very dimly lighted, and when the 
figure of a man appeared upon it, there was very little 
chance of his being recognized. 

Chick’s first thought was that it was Nick, but Phillips | 
whisnered in his ear: 


like Mr. Carter.” 


“May L ask, sir, whether Mr. Lester Felton is friendly | 


“Well, sir; it was serious enough, being murder and | ahead and do it. 


“Oh, no; Mr. Felton was saying that Mr. John was| 


“They have come for me,” said Henry, rising, with aj 


“Heaven save us! It’s Mr. Henry rigged up to FOO) 


3 Hone Ashton.’ 
this business, but it’s got to be done. 
for the murder of your brother ” 

“What nonsense is this?” was the reply. 
Henry Ashton.” 

** His voice, ” groaned Phillips, “it’s his voice that will 


Felton had a great influence over my nephew, James| betray him.’ 


“It?s him,” said the man in the carriage, “I know his 
voice well enough.” 

“Mr. Ashton,” said the sheriff, “it’s no use denying 
your identity. You must come with us, and you might as 
well make the best of it.” 

‘“My name is Carter’—but the voice that said these 
words !acked courage and confidence—“if you want to 
make a fool of yourself by taking me to Lenham, go 
I shall say no more.” 

“Tt’s all right,” said the man in the carriage, “this is 
only a bluff.” 

At these words the sheriff stepped forward and snapped 


lee pair of handcuffs upon the wrists of the prisoner. 


‘‘Tt’s all over,” groaned Phillips. “One of them dead: 
the other a prisoner. To think that I should have lived to 
see this day !” 

The carriage made good speed toward Lenham. 

In one corner sat the accused, and spoke not a word. 
His gloomy demeanor seemed to reassure the sheriff. 

“T thought one time,” said he to his assistant, “ that 
perhaps we’d made a mistake. He didn’t exactly look like 
Mr. Ashton as I remembered him.” 

““There’s no question about it. 
know him.” 

“You haven’t seen him.” 


Do you think I don’t 


“FWiddlesticks! I know the voice, the figure and the 


manner. Mr. Ashton”—he turned to the prisoner—‘‘ what 
was your object in denying your identity ?” 

“You’re a couple of gibbering idiots,” was the only 
response from the figure in the corner. 

One mile from Lenham the highway crossed. the rail- 
road track at Elmwood station. 

The platform was brightly lighted, and many people 
stood there. The late train for New York was almost due. 


A carriage which had followed the sheriff’s closely for 
; the last half mile drew up at the platform, and a man 
alighted with a hand bag. 


He stood exactly in the glare of a large lamp, and his 
face was as clearly outlined as if the sun had been shin- 
ing upon it. 

“There’s that man Carter now,” cried the sheriff’s com- 
panion. ‘*He’s going to New York. Well, Mr. Ashton, I 
guess that settles it.” 

They drove to the jail in Lenham, and drew up beside 
the door of the keeper’s office. 

The keeper was a fat and jovial fellow, who had been 
connected with prisons all his life, but on the right side 
of the bars. 

He had the reputation of knowing every crook, and 
every detective east of. the Mississippi River. 

The sheriff and his man got down from the carriage, 
and the prisoner followed. 

He had been handcuffed when he entered the carriage, 
but he came out without a fetter or a trace of one. 

The light from the jail office struck upon his face, and 
at once the jovial keeper exclaimed : 

“Hello, Nick Carter! I’m delighted to see you. 
Where’s the prisoner ?” 

Sheriff and deputy gazed at Nick in amazement as he 


| sr rasped the keeper’s hand. 


Then they both made a leap for the carriage. 

“Why, has become of him?” they yelled in concert. 

“These men are crazy, I suppose,” said Nick to the 
keeper. ‘It doesn’t seem to me that they ought to be 
loose.” 

The keeper laughed loud and long. 

“Don’t you worry your head about. this case,” he said 
to the sheriff. “Nick Carter’s on deck, and that settles it. 

“Go home and gu to bed.” 

“Not much,” said the sheriff, ‘‘Mr. Carter and I have 
an account to settle. How about assisting a criminal in 
evading a warrant?” 

“ What are you talking about now?” asked Nick, coolly. 

“You changed places. We got you, and he went to 


‘said the sheriff, “I—I am sorry for 
IT must arrest you 
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' Jack’s body, the two detectives had the house to them- 
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New York in your clothes. We saw him at the Elmwood 
station.” 

““Well, what are you going to do about it?” 

“Intercept him by telegraph,” exclaimed the sheriff, | 
and, leaping into the carriage, he dashed away in the di- 
rection of the Western Union office. | 

At that moment the whistle of the train was heard. It 
had passed Lenham and was nearing Elmwood. | 

“They’ll catch your man at Fanshaw,” said the keeper 
to Nick. ‘That’s the next station beyond Elmwood. We. 
shall probably have him up here to-night.” 

“Very well, then. I'll spend the time with you,” said 
Nick, and he entered the office. 

They sat there talking for nearly two hours, and then 
the rattle of wheels was heard. 

“Here he comes,” said the keeper. 

In fact, it was the sheriff who drove up. 

“We've got him all right this time,” he exclaimed, as 
he leaped down from the carriage. ‘‘Here, Joe help him 
out. He’s handcuffed.” 

But again the sheriff’s prisoner surprised him. He 
came out with his handcuffs in his hand, and with a 
smile on his face. 

That face was not Harry Ashton’s, but Chick’s. 

And the fat jailer sat right down on the ground, and 

laughed till it seemed as if he would burst. 


CHAPTER IX. 
A SHOT FROM AMBUSH. 
“Tf there’s any law in this land,” said the sheriff, “Ill 
have you two behind the bars.” 

He shook his fist at Nick and Chick. 

“What did I do?” asked Chick. 

‘“You dressed up to represent Ashton.” 

“No, I didn’t. I represented Nick, as I have a perfect 
right todo. If your man thought I was Ashton when he 
saw me on the Elmwood station platform, it’s no fault of | 
mine.” ; 

‘“Well, we'll see,” growled the sheriff, and turned upon | 
Nick. ‘‘As for you——” 

“What have I done?” 

‘“You pretended to be Ashton.” 

“No; I told you I was Carter.” 

“But you changed your voice. It wasn’t your own 
voice that you spoke with; it was Ashton’s.” 

Again the fat jailer laughed. | 

The sheriff shook his head ominously, and departed. | 
Nick and Chick obtained a conveyance and drove back to. 
Annandale. 

Henry had gone away. 


| 
| 


Except for the watcker by | 


selves. They went at once to the armory. 

“Now is our time,” said Nick, “to gather up all the! 
clews. First comes the fire. We had never determined 
how it started.” 

Chick shook his head. 

“‘Tt seems, to have burst out in one flash all along that| 
side of theiroom. The wood was saturated with oil and | 
varnish, and flamed up like a match.” 

“Did Miss Dare set it going in order to burn the body | 
and clear Harry. Mind you, Chick, she might have 
thought him guilty. We must not lose sight of that.” | 

“T don’t believe she had time. I think it had been | 
smoldering under the wainscoting.” | 

“Well, let’s pull it all away,” said Nick. ‘“‘You made a 
big hole in it at the time of the fire. Now let’s finish the| 
job.” 

They tore away all of the wainscoting on the side of the 
room toward Doctor Gray’s house. It was badly charred. 

“‘Here’s a peculiar thing,” said Nick. ‘‘This wall below 
the window is iron sheathed. The window seat is a sort 
of iron box. You can put your hand into it from the 
room.” 

The flat piece of iron which formed the window seat 
was removed, and Nick looked down between two iron) 
plates, one of which was fastened against the outer wall. 


\ 
“The bottom is of iron too,” he said. “Hold the light, 


" Chick. Ah, what’s this? Let’s have the screwdriver, 
again.” ee < 


| 


The whole of the window seat was removed. Nick at 
once seized upon the plate which had been fastened fiat 
upon the floor. 

‘““What do you make of this?” he asked, indicating to 
Chick some J#hes upon the plate. 

A thick Goat ot yellow paint had covered the iron, and 
upon this paint were traced peculiar lines. 

Imagine a great clock-spring heated red hot and laid 
upon a board. It would brand the board with just such a 
mark as Nick now saw upon this plate. 


Nick and Chick looked at this mark in silence. Then 


they looked at each other. 


Chick took an empty cartridge shell out of his pocket. 

“You remember thatI found this the first time I 
searched,” he said. “I think we understand it now.” 

‘““‘We do,” said Nick, “with my testimony and yours to- 
morrow there is no doubt about the result. The murderer 
of Jack Ashton will be brought to justice.” 

As he said these words, Nick opened the door. In the 
dusk of the hall he saw the figure of a man stealing 
away. 

He had been listening at the door. 

Even in the semi-obscurity, Nick’s quick eye recognized 
the servant, James Phillips. 

However, without paying any attention to the man’s 
presence, Nick turned to Chick, and said: 

“IT must drive over to Lenham again to-night. 
need warrants and other papers. 
taken into custody to-morrow.” ; 

He paused; and the hurrying feet of James Phillips 
could be heard upon the stairs. 

‘Shall I go with you, Nick?” asked Chick. 

‘‘Not in the carriage,” said Nick, “but you would bet- 


We 
The murderer must be © 


'ter skirmish out along the road as far as the end of the 


brush just this side of Knob Hill. 
“Think there’ be any trouble?” . 
“There may be. It’s worth somebody’s while to get me 
out of the way. You’d find it hard—and so would I—to 
push this case through alone. The testimony needs cor- 


Then drop behind.” 


iroboration at every point.” 


“ All right, Nick; Dll keep an eye on you.” 
The moon had not yet set, and except where the bushes 


'and trees made shadows by the roadside, there was plenty 


of light. whether for honest men to see their way or as- 


|sassins to take aim from ambush. 


For three miles out of town Chick kept in advance of 
the carriage, and explored every lurking place along the 
road. 

Thus Knob Hill was reached in safety. tits foot 
Chick threw himself upon the ground behind a fence, and 
waited while Nick drove by. 

Chick allowed the carriage to get thirty yards start, 
and then followed silently. 

Just over the brow of the hill the road was heavily 
fringed with bushes. 

Chick. following, was at some disadvantage. As the 
more favorable place for an ambush came in sight he had 
tried to close up on Nick, but still the carriage was ahead 
as it plunged into the shadows. 

For a moment Chick lost sight of it. Then the moon 
struck through a rift in the fringe of foliage, and shone 


‘full upon the erect and powerful-looking figure on the 


buggy’s seat. 

Then came a fiash and a crash. 

The horse sprang forward, as the driver tottered, and 
fell across the dashboard with one arm dangling near the 
flying wheel. 

Chick leaped into the street, crosssing toward the 
clump of bushes from which the shot had come. 

In the middle of the street lay a dark object. As Chick 
dashed by, he saw that it was Nick’s hat. 

The moonlight was bright enough to show that the hat 
was torn in several places. 

“ Buckshot!” muttered Check. “This is desperate work.” 

When he had leaped over the fence beside the thicket 
where the assassin had hidden, he could see the villain 


of the house while the other stood up from the floor,! quite plainly. 
about a foot from the wall. 


The man was running diagonally down the slope of the 
hill. He still carried the gun with which he had armed 
himself for this murderous work. 


ot 


... It was impossible to recognize him at that distance, but 
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Chick intended to be nearer. He sped down the hillasa 
hawk sweeps dowr. the wind. 

The assassin had plunged through a sort of natural 
hedge at the hill’s foot. There was light on the near side 
of this line of bushes, but beyond was a deep shadow cast 
by some tall trees. 

Following in the fleeing man’s tracks, Chick sprang 
through an opening in the hedge. He leaped almost into 
the arms of the assassin who was waiting for him in that 
position of advantage. 

Chick was taken by suprrise. He had not supposed 
that the man knew that he was pursued. 

He had seemed to be running without once looking 
back, and certainly he could not have heard the light- 
footed detective, speeding over the soft turf. 

Yet here stood the murderous villain waiting with 
clubbed gun. He had had no time to reload. 

Before Chick’s feet had fairly touched the ground, 
after his leap through the hedge, the blow which would 
have crushed his skull was deseending upon him. 

But the assassin did not understand the man with 
whom he had to do, or he would have made no stand 
against him with such a weapon. 

Veering in his course likea bird, Chick evaded the 
blow. Aft the same instant he dashed his hand into the 
other’s face. 

The villain was hurled backward with tremendous vio- 
lence, yet Chick had no thought that his adversary would 
be much hurt. 

Expecting a fresh attack, Chick stood over the fallen 
man. But nothing more was to be feared from him. 

In falling, the man had struck the back of his head 
against a stone hidden in the grass. There was light 
enough fo see his face. 

Chick knew at once from his appearance that the man’s 
’ skull was fractured, and that his hour had come. 

And the same swift glance showed him that the dying 
man was James Phillips, the old gardener’s nephew. 

He seemed not to be unconscious. Chick looked into 
his face, and in a loud, clear voice asked the question : 

‘‘What urged you to this crime?” 

The dying man could not speak, yet it seemed as if he 
understood, and wished to answer. 

For a few seconds his lips worked, and then they were 
still. He had found another way to answer the question. 

His hand went to the breast of his coat. He drew out 
something and flung it toward Chick. 

The action was his last. He fell back dead. 

Chick saw the wretch die. He would have helped him, 
but mortal help was evidently vain. 

When the death struggle was over, Chick opened the 
packet which the dying man had thrown at his feet. 

Amazement overpowered the detective at what be be- 
held, for there were the jewels which had been taken 
from the casket in the armory and had afterward been 
found in Henry Ashton’s room. 

There they were. Chick knew them all. 

And yet the thing was impossible, for at that very mo- 
ment those jewels were in Chick’s pocket. 

He had retained them after having shown them to 
Nick. 

Utterly dumfounded Chick drew forth the jewels from 
his own pocket. 

He compared the two sets in the moonlight. To all ap- 
pearance they were identical. He could not have told 
one from the other. 


ChE Au i RS BR eu 
THE INQUEST. 

The formal inquiry into the cause of John Ashton’s 
death was begun at nine o’clock on the morning after the 
events just narrated. 

Coroner Walker, after securing his jury, began the di- 
rect proceedings by calling for Doctor Gray. The nature 
of the wound was described. Murder was proven. 

Then the coroner called for James Phillips. Naturally 
Phillips did not respond. The reader knows why. : 

The next witness called was the elder Phillips, the 
gardener. 

- The honest old man told his story substantially as he 
had previously told it to Nick. 
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Two lawyers were present, apparently in the interests 
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of Henry Ashton, whose whereabouts, the coroner said, 
in his brief opening address, were unknown. 

One of them asked questions while the other seemed to 
suggest them. The lawyer who asked the questions was 
well known in Annandale, but nobody knew the other. 

It was evidently the coroner’s belief that Henry Ashton 
was guilty. He had abandoned his theory of suicide be- 
fore the inquest opened. 

He questioned Phillips in such a way as to bring out, 
as well as he could, the points against Henry. 

Then the lawyers asked their questions, and they suc- 
ceeded in diverting attention from Henry and directing 
it to Margaret. i 

They confused Phillips in such a way that he could not 
be sure it was Margaret he saw at the library window 
when the fatal shot was fired. What he had supposed 
was her dress might have been Henry’s white neck scarf 
or even his handkerchief. 

Chickering Carter was called. He described. the find- 
ing of the mantilla with the powder stains. 

There was a tremendous sensation. Margaret was pres- 
ent, and the words she heard seemed to freeze her blood. 
She sat like a beautiful statue in ice. 

But the effect upon her seemed less than that upon 
another ot the auditors—Lester Felton. As point after 
point was brought out in Henry’s favor and against 
Margaret, his face became livid. Surely his new-born — 
jealousy of Henry must have been terrible to turn a life- 
long friendship into such hatred. 

The inquest had been in progress three hours, and there 
were only two opinions in the room. One was that 
Margaret had committed the crime alone, and the other 
was that she and Henry had planned and executed it 
together. 

The name of James Phillipe had not been mentioned 
since the coroner had vainly called it. 

Chick, who might have told something of interest about 
the missing man, confined himself to answering questions. 

The proceedings were incredibly brief. At one o’clock, 
the coroner prepared to give the case to the jury. 

Then the Annandale lawyer, Mr. Alston, arose, and 
said : 

“T wish to have Mr. 
witness.” 

‘“‘T am sorry to say,’-rejoined the coroner, ‘‘that Mr. 
Carter cannot be found.” 

The lawyer stood aside, and waved his hand toward his 
associate’s chair. Everybody in the room except the 
coroner and jury stood on tip-toe. 

They saw, instead of the greay-bearded gentleman who | 
had been giving points to Mr. Alston, a youthful face and 
figure; and Nick Carter stepped forwaard to the wit- 
ness stand. 

Of course he was not entirely without disguise, for 
Nick rarely showed his real face before so many people, 
but at least he was a young and handsome man, of whose 
identity the corner was quickly satisfied. 

Expectancy rose to fever heat. The coroner was as 
impatient as anybody else. 

‘Mr. Carter,” said he, after administering the oath, 
“you are so familiar with proceedings such as this that 
T will not delay you with questions. Tell us, please, what 
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Nicholas Carter called as a 


, 


you know of this case.” 

‘‘Let me first putin some exhibits,” said Nick. ‘Here 
are two sets of jewels, apparently just alike. No. lisa 
set of paste gems made to represent No. 2, a very valu- 
able little collection which has long been the property of 
the Ashton family. 

‘‘No. 1 was found by Chickering Carter in Henry Ash- 
ton’s closet. No. 2 was obtained by him from a person 
who attempted to assassinate me, and is now dead. This 
he will describe later. 

“The paste gems were evidently procured to replace 
the genuine, by some person who wished to steal them. 
The plan of this robbery was made long before the mur- 
der, for the appearance of the settings of some of these 
paste gems shows them to be over a year old. 

“The robbery was long premeditated. The murder 


} , 


‘was an afterthought.” 


_ three persons were in the house. 
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- Nick laid the jewels on the coroner’s table. 
_ “Here is another exhibit. It isa brown powder mixed 
- with fragments of white paper. This was obtained ina 
_ peculiar manner, and at the risk of his life, by Chicker- 
ing Carter, which he will describe. 
“ Here is an empty cartridge shell found in the armory 
after the fire. 
“This is the pistol with which the crime was committed. 
‘‘This is an iron plate which was screwed to the floor 
between the wall of the armory and the outer part ofa 
box-like window-seat, fitted to the window which looks 
_ toward Doctor Gray’s. The spiral work was on the upper 
_ side of the plate as it lay on the floor. 
“Now, then, at the beginning of my investiagtion I saw 
that the peculiar feature of this case was its simplicity. 
‘‘A shot was heard in the armory. At that time only 
If that shot killed Mr. 
- John Ashton, one of the other two persons must have 
fired it. 
“The testimony of Phillips, whom you have seen here, 
convinced me that Miss Dare did not fire the shot, and 


the language and conduct of Henry Ashton, together with | | 


my knowledge of his character, convinced me equally | 
that he did not fire it. 
“What was I forced to conclude? 
that that shot did not kill John Ashton.” 
At this statement there was indescribable excitement 
in the room. The foundation of the whole case was de- 
stroyed by these words. 
The coroner was hardly able to command his voice. 
At last, however, he asked: 
“Tf that shot did not kill him, why did no person hear 
the shot which did kill him?” 


Why, evidently, 


‘Because the shutters of the windows of the armory | 


were closed.. They are very heavy, and when they and 

the windows are closed, and also the double doors in the 

_ hall, it is nearly impossible for any sound to get out. 
‘That is well known to all who have lived in the house. 


Mr. Phillps told me a story which iilustrated that fact, 


and set me on the right track in this case.” 

“But,” said the coroner, ‘“‘the shot which was heard 
must have been fired after the other one, for the shutters 
were open at that time. If John Ashton was then dead, 
who fired that second shot from that pistol ?” 

‘Tt was not fired from that pistol,” Nick rejoined. “TI 
heard that shot. Afterwards I went to the point in the 
road where I was when [ heard it. 


“The weather conditions were the same. While I was 


there Chick fired three shots from this pistol in the, 


armory. 


“The sound was very different from that which I heard | 


on the afternoon of the murder. It was sharper and 
clearer, but not nearly so loud.” 
‘How do you explain this?” demanded the coroner. 


“These articles explain it,” said Nick. ‘‘This brown 


_- powder, the jury will compare with that contained in 


this fuse which I found in a drawer of the large desk in 
the armory. Itis the same 

“This spiral mark is exactly the same size as the coil | 
of the fuse. Here is a similar painted plate of iron on) 
which I have burned a similar fuse. The two marks are 
alike. 

a4 Now, 
went to the armory with John Ashton. 
shutters, and doors were closed. 

**The house is lighted by electricity from its own plant. 
The murderer turned on one of the lights. 

‘“‘He intended to shoot John in the face and make the 
case seem to be suicide. He dared not present the pistol 


then, this is what happened. The murderer 
The windows, 


to so strong and phenominally agile a man without con- | 
Neither did he dare attempt to shoot in the. 


cealment. 


dark. 
‘“Al] these things are proven by the use of the mantilla, 


which has already been described here to-day, 

‘““He fired the pistol inside that mantilla, but despite 
this trick, John was not taken unawares. He dodged, | 
and turned his head aside. But the bullet took effect 
‘behind the ear, as Doctor Gray has shown. " 

“Probably the murderer did not fully realige the re- 
sults which would follow this failure of his ain. ) At any 

he carried out his poe se the end. 7 
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“He attached a fuse like this one to this cartridge 
shell, which was loaded with a detonation substance. He 
dropped the shell and the lighted fuse under the window- 
seat, where he had no reason to suppose that it would 
ever be found. 

Then he hid the mantilla, and threw open all the win- 
dows. He took the precaution to wear his victim’s cap as 
he did so. He even pretended to call to the murdered 
man from below.” 

By the time Nick reached this portion of his address, 
the room was a scene of tumult. His voice could scarcely 
be heard at the last. 

Lester Felton was in the midst of the surging crowd. 

As soon as it was evident where Nick’s testimony 
would lead, some of the cooler-headed men had quietly 
|shifted their places so as to surround Felton , in order to 
defend him against possible violence. 

As for Felton, he stood stock still like a statue. From 
jthe moment when Nick arose, Felton’s gaze had never 
left the face of Margaret Dare, who sat with her guardian 
/near the back of the hall. 

Now, with a sudden tremendous impulse, Felton burst 
through the ring of men around him, and bounded over 
ithe benches toward the spot where Margaret sat. 

There was a clear space before him, and it seemed as 
if he would reach her. Whether he meant to harm her, 
cannot be said with certainty. 

The crowd thought so, and surged across the hall. 
Felton was quick, however, and leaping from bench to 
‘bench, kept his distance. 

But his course was suddenly checked. Somebody—it 
was never known who—wrenched off the arm of a bench 
and hurled it at Felton’s head. 

It was one of those marvelous freaks of chance which 
come on such oceasions , that this strange missile should 
fly as straight to its mark as a bullet. 

_ It struck Felton on the temple, and stretched him 
, Se riselese. 

When he awoke the walls of a prison were around him, 
'and the gallows stared him in the face. The inquest had 
d | been held; the evidence Nick had promised had been 
‘given; and Lester Felton had been held by the jury. 
| He might, perhaps, have defended himself successfully, 
‘but for the adventure with Chick upon the bridge. 

The article which Felton there attempted to destroy 
'was a small package of fuses which had lain on the table 
‘in the armory. The sight of them in such a conspiciuous 
'place had been too much for his guilty conscience to en- 
dure, for these fuses had been the very root of his mur- 
'derous plan. 

He had supposed that he was destroying all of them 
'that were in Jack’s collection, but Nick, as we have seen, 
i had found others. 

- Felton made a full confession, in which he explained 
the bribing of James Phillips to ‘shoot Nick. It seemed 
that Felton had desperately feared Nick from the start. 
He had a strong hold upon Phillips, because he had once 
caught the young man robbing the Ashtons. 
| his, and the bribe of the jewels, led the unhappy fel- 

‘low to attempt Nick’s life. Felton dared not try it him- 
self, for he believed that he was watched. 

Nick’s caution had saved him. It was a ‘‘dummy” into 
which Phillips fired the buckshot. Nick, meanwhile, was 
concealed under the carriage seat. 

In Felton’s confession he denied any intention of firing 
the house. That was done accidentally by the exploding 

cartridge. 

Henry returned from New York as soon as the result 
of the inquest was telegraphed him. 

Nick and Chick remained with him during the time 
which they had planned to spend in Annandale. 
| It wasa sorry time instead of the merry one they had 
anticipated, but they had the satisfaction of knowing that 
itheir vacation had been used in saving an innocent man 

and condemning a scoundrel. 

| [THE END. ] 

| “THe GREAT DETECTIVE’S Mascot; or, NICK CARTER’s: 
Run or Luck,” by the author of “Nick Carter.” will be 
published in the next number (115) of the Nick CARTER 
LIBRARY. 
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Nemesis. By the Author of “Nick Carter,” lo. 94— 
. |I—JUDGE LYNCH’S MISTAKE; On, Nicx Canrrsr’s 
For A MurprerEeR. By the Authorof ‘‘ Nick Carter.” 
A BOLD BANK ROBBERY ; Or, Nick Carrer’s'Grear Haut, | 
By the Author of ‘‘ Nick Carter.” 
. 58—NICK CARTER IN WALL STREET ; Or, Trackine « Srouen 
Fortrunse. By the author of ‘‘Nick Carter.” 

.54- TRICKED AND TRAPPED; Or, Nick Carrer’s Green 
Goops Haun. By the author of ** Nick Carter.” 
.55—ROBBED BY RIVER PIRATES ; Or, Nick Carrer 

THE WHARF Rats. By the author of ‘‘Nick Carter.” 
,56—A DARING DEED; Or, Nick Carter Sonvine THE OaKLanp | 
Mystery. By the author of ‘‘Nick Carter.” 


. 67—A MYSTERY OF THE SURF; Or, Nick CARTER AT Coney | | No. 
Istanp. By the author of ‘‘ Nick Carter. yi 

. 5883—NICK CARTER IN CHINATOWN ; Or, Tur Doyvurs Strezr } | No. 
Crmmnats, By the author of ‘Nick Carter. 2 


. 59—NICK CARTER AT SING SING; On, In Hot Pursuit oF | No. 
AN Escapep Criminau. By the author of “ Nick Carter. Mi 
.60--A MYSTERY OF THE RIALTO; On, Nick Carrer w 

New York. By the author of ‘‘ Nick Carter.” 
. 61—THE GREAT BANK HOLD UP IN DENVER: On. Nick | 
Cartrer’s Dirricutr Casz. By the auther of ‘ Nick Car ter.’ | 
_62-SHOT WITH A ROULETTE BALL; Or, Nick Carter | 
Amone THe Gampuers. By the author of “Nick Carter.” | No. 106—NICK CARTER’S PRESENCE OF MIND: or, Tar Diamonp 
. 63:;—THE SIX ACES; Or, EXxPosine A GREAT SwINDLE. By the | Rosgers Run to Eartu. By the Author of “Nick Carter. ~ 
author of “Nick Carter.” No. 107—THE MURDER IN THE SLEEPING CAR; or; Niox Can- 
, 64..-THE GREAT GREEN GOODS SWINDLE : Or, Nick TER'S Uaty Cusromser. By the Author of “Nick Carter.” 
Carrer’s CLEVER CatcH. By the author of “Nick Carter. iy 108—NICK CARTER’S WALK-OV ER; on, Tue LAs, or tar 
. 65—THREE OF A KIND; Or, Nick CartEr’s WinNING Hanp. By GREEN Goons Gane. By the Author of “Nick Carter.” 
the author of ‘Nick Garter. ” 109. -NICK CARTER AFTER BOB DALTON; on, TRAcKING THE 
. 66—THE SNAKE BROOCH ; on, Nick Oarrmr’s Srartuine Dis- GREATEST OvTLAw Sinck JESSE JAMES. By the Author of 
covery. By the author of « Nick Carter.” ‘Nick Carter.” 
Yo. 67.—THE DALTON GANG WIPED OUT; ox, Nick Carrur’s| No. 110—AMONG THE FIRE- BUGS; or, Nick Canrsr’s Bravest 
Deapty Riruz. By the Author of ‘Nick Carter.” Drrp. By the Author of “Nick Carter.” 
. 68—HER SHREWD DOUBLE ; or, Nicx Canrer’s Lapy Assrsrr- | No. 111—NICK CARTER’S SECOND SIGHT ; on, THe Crime in 
ant aT Work. By the author of “Nick Carter.” | Sr. Acnes’ Hosprran. By the Author of “Nick Carter.” 
. 69.—THE HYPNOTIST’S VICTIM; ox, Nick Carrer’s Compri-| No. 112—NICK CARTER AMONG THE POISONERS ; on, Tuo « 
CATED Case. By the author of ‘Nick Carter.” Wizarp or Deatu. By the Author of “Nick Carter.” 
. T0—NICK CARTER IN PITTSBURGH ; on, Escarpzp From Jar. | No. 113—THE MYSTERIOUS “ASSASSIN : or, Nick CAartTer’s SLEN- 
By the author of ‘Nick Carter.” . DER CLEw. By the Author of “Nick Carter.” 
. 71—THE SUBURBAN SAFE: CRACKERS; or, Niox Carrer’s| No. 114—NICK CARTER’S VACATION ; ox, Tur Secrer or THE 
Marcuuess Sxmzu. By the author of “Nick Carter.” ANNANDALE TRaGEDYy. By the Author of “Nick Carter.” 
. 72—MURDERED FOR REVENGE ; or, Nick Cartmr’s Pecutzar | No. 115-—THE GREAT DETECTIVE’S MASCOT; or, Nick Car- 
Casgz. Ry the author of ‘‘Nick Carter.” REWS Run or Lucz. By the Author-of ‘Nick Carter. ce 
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